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Marta and the Christmas Cat

by

Linda Jordan


Marta and the Christmas Cat

Marta glanced at the clock on the wall. Her daughter, Sarah, would be here any time.

She went to the automatic checkout stand and hefted the bag of books and DVDs onto it. Then swiped her library card and checked out the four mystery novels and five movies, sliding each one back into the sturdy plastic bag decorated with sunflowers.

She went out into the entryway and buttoned up her coat then slipped on her knitted hat and gloves. The sun was out, but the day felt cold and crisp. Fresh snow blanketed everything.

Tomorrow it would probably turn to slush and mud, but today was bright and clean. She carefully walked outside, taking care not to slip on the ice. A man stood smoking just past the door. She crinkled her nose at the smell and walked away from it. Near the drop-off  area, she swept snow from the bench with her gloves. Then she sat down, next to the bronze sculpture of an old man, with a dog and reading child, at his feet. The statues were all outlined with snow. The parking lot was nearly empty. People around here tended to stay home when it snowed.

She’d always loved it. It made her feel like a child again, although she was fast approaching that second childhood of old age. She couldn’t drive anymore. Had given that, and her car, up after a near accident. She’d moved into a retirement village. It had been easier than taking care of a big house and garden. Now she had an apartment with one bedroom with a bathroom. Plus a living, dining room and tiny kitchen combined into one open room. She also had a little plot of earth about six feet long and a few pots to garden in. That was enough. She was eighty two after all.
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